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Ail merchandise returned for 

credit, refund or exchange 

must be in new and re-saleable 

| condition, in original cartons 
with original packing, acces- 
Sories, guarantees and instruc- 
and must be accompanied 
; sales slip. 
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i never knew RadioShack 


By: RKJMcGee 


How does one mourn for something unknown? 

How does one make sense of what remains? 

What stands today, a nut store, the bones. 

| can stand inside of what remains. 

Artifacts, memorabilia, the thin paper trail. 

| can hold and watch the things that remain. 

Long passed away, the few still around, one final coffin nail. 
| can learn about the history of what remains. 

Passed the heyday, only a website with an ancient brand. 


| can talk to those working to use what remains. 


Catalogs cataloging, Wikipedia recording, remembering her grandeur. 


| can engage with those protecting what remains. 

But | cannot understand, | will never truly know 

what made this place special, the memories that remain. 
Yet | still yearn, | look back with a forlorn glee 


for what remains is my foundation, my understanding of the world. 
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can make it // 
James Norton 


“Mr. Denali. Mr. Denali” the nurse said. | looked up startled, like someone 
struggling to wake up from a dream. “Mr. Denali we've tried to stabilize her, but we think 
she is bleeding internally. At her age and in her condition, there just isn't that much 
more we can do.” “I understand” | said, although it wasn't true. My head was spinning, | 
wasn’t sure | understood anything anymore. “Can | see her?” | finally managed to get 
out. “Yes sir, and Mr. Denali” said the nurse “if there is anything you need to say to her, 
I'd suggest that now is the time to say it.” 

| followed the nurse through a labyrinth of corridors to the ICU. There were all 
these lines on the floor. | vaguely related them to a color-coded sign on the wall that told 
you where each line led. We were following the brown line. “Fitting” | thought. Mom 
always said her favorite color was brown. Most people thought that was weird, but she 
would just say it was because of her “brown-eyed boy.” 

When we got to the room, it was clear right away mom was not long for this 
world. The nurse took her leave and | just stood there staring into mom’s face searching, 
hoping for some sign of life. After what seemed like an eternity, she opened her eyes 
and locked them with mine. “Hello brown eyes” she said, “just like your father’s.” By 
now, my eyes had filled with tears. 

“Mom, that's what | want to talk to you about. | found your letter. The one that 
said, ‘Do not open until | am gone.” “Oh” she said. “I guess | should have known you 
wouldn't follow directions.” And for the first time in forever she smiled a real smile. The 
smile | remember from when | was a child. 

"| read it Mom. | read it all. | know about him. | know about my father.” “I'm so 
glad son” she said. “I know | should have told you sooner | just didn't know how. Your 
granddaddy couldn't bear to hear about it and by the time he passed away | just figured 
it was best to let sleeping dogs lie.” “It's ok Mom I'm just glad | finally know his name” | 
said. “Tim.” 


“Eric” she said. Then she laid down her head and died. 
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Then | searched for Clapton’s tour schedule in 1974. Sure 

' enough, he played a show in Largo, Maryland on July 14 and then drove 
cross-country for a gig in Tempe, Arizona on the 18th. This was all so 
surreal. “Tim must have been Clapton’s guitar tech” | realized “and he 

: bought these parts to fix one of Clapton’s actual pedals.” | was holding a 


: piece of music history in my hands. | went to finish mom’s letter: 


: | couldn't tell your granddaddy where | was 
going of course. But | left a note that said I’d be 
back for Church on Sunday. And | kept my word. | 
got in on the Greyhound to Denver just as the sun 
set behind the Rockies that Saturday night. When 
the taxi dropped me off daddy didn't say a word. 
He never made me go to work with him again 


neither. 


redolent with the 


stink of damp and the mealpaste used to stick the precious 


Hogarthian collages to the wall. 


filtered through 


the faded stained glass hit relentlessly by the rain. 
i 


just to keep her 
1geht, 


"“T'm a thief. 


When we found out | was pregnant with 
you, daddy wanted me to go see a doctor friend of 
his to “take care of it” but | refused. | didn't care 
what all them prim and proper Church ladies said 
about me. That ride to Arizona was the greatest 
time of my life. As far as | was concerned you were 
i God's gift so that I'd always remember it. And I've 
thanked God for you every day since. 


as she insisted the only place to 


undress and dress in was their part of the house. 
lated in the odd 1 


even later on, 
150 
he felt an ague-fit coming on. 


It was then Lobb told her: 
He fell to uneasy slumber in the green light. 


Lobb barely Listened and always agreed: 
She stopped speaking and retired to her room, 


He felt uneasily 
As for Lobb, 
Just a fit of ague. 
Would they never stop? 
He dreamt of paper. 
Old stolen paper. 

I 

| 

| 


talking, 


[links for Lay Down Sally: 
www.radioshackcatalogs.com/flipbook/1974__radioshack__catalog.html 
tonefiend.com/diy/the-germanium-mystique/ 

: wwwvintageguitar.com/20424/the-dallas-rangemaster/ 

Pas Mae naa Sr aem ens eclsne conn nae in ngtanm nari amar nnoren Seen e rive nore ane erence menenn nt wwwwhereseric.com/eric-clapton-tour/archive/1974] 


The phone rang, though it took me awhile to notice. | was in daze trying to 
reconcile all this in my mind. When | picked up the phone, there was a frantic voice on 
the other end. It was the home where mom was staying. The lady on the line said “Mr. 
Denali?” and | replied “Yes, this is he.” “It's your mom, Sally. She's, she’s had a fall sir. The 
ambulance is taking her to the hospital now.” | folded up the letter, stuffed it into my 
pocket, and rushed out the door. 

By the time | arrived at Saint Joseph's she was already in surgery. | had nothing 
to do but wait. | pulled out the letter and for the first time took a closer look at that 
receipt. There was the date: 7-15, 1974. There was granddaddy's name, M. Denali, as 
the salesperson. There was a stock number, 276-519. Quantity of 1. $1.19 plus tax. 

Turns out, someone on the world wide web has put all the old Radio Shack 
catalogs up on Flipbook. | thumbed through the one for 1974 on my phone in the 
waiting room. Right there on Page 100 | found it: 25 Germanium Diode Surprise Pak, 
276-519. “What in the world are those for?” | thought to myself. “A computer part? In 
1974?” | googled it. Turns out they were used in early electric guitar pedals. | play a little 
so | was intrigued and kept reading. Apparently, geranium diodes had a smoother, 
“spongier” sound than silicon, but they broke easier and eventually manufacturers 
moved away from them. If you really cared about the tone, though, you still used 
geranium. 

One of the classic pedals that used these particular components was the Dallas 
Rangemaster. “That's where Mom got the ‘German something, Dallas Ranger’ from” | 
said out loud but caught myself after a glare from a woman across the room who was 
trying to soothe a fussy newborn. So, | looked up the Rangemaster. Come to find out it 
was a favorite of Eric Clapton's. Part of his signature sound actually. | remembered how 
mom always joked when “Lay Down Sally” came on the radio that it was “her song.” If 


granddaddy was around, he’d switch it off. 
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So, this man sidles up to the register and starts 
speaking to me in that accent. Whatever he got 
wasn't much. Some little electronics thing for a dollar 
and change. | asked him his name and he said “Tim.” 
“Where you from Tim?” | asked, trying not to sound 
like some cowgirl hick. “I'm from London, England” 
he said. When | tell you the way he pronounced 
“London, England” | liked to fall down in a puddle on 
the floor right then and there. 


“Well, | can't put that down on this receipt. Where 
are you staying while you’re in town?” | asked, trying 
not to sound too interested in the answer. “A little 
motel in Englewood last night” he said. 


| wrote up the bill of sale and handed it to him. 
Wouldn't you know | was so flustered | put down the 
wrong date. He handed it back to me and said “I lose 
track sometimes out on the road but there's no way 
it’s the 15'". We just played a show in Maryland on 
the 14th and we stopped in St. Louis for a night on 
the way from there to here.” “Oh, you’re right” | said, 
“it’s the 16°” and | wrote him out a new receipt. I've 
kept that first one all these years. 


“What kind of show?” | asked. “Rock ’n roll” he just 
said and smiled. “We are headed cross-country for 
another in Arizona day after tomorrow.” “Arizona?” | 
said, “I'd sure love to see it someday.” “Why don't 
you ride along with me?” he said. | laughed but 
when | looked into his eyes, | could tell he was 
serious. “| couldn't” | said, “My daddy would wring 
your neck if he knew you’d said more than three 
words to me now. He would never let me ride with a 
man all the way to Arizona.” “Well, what if we just 
don't ask him?" he said. | looked at Tim, looked over 
at my Daddy who was busy with Mr. Johnson, and 
walked right out of that storefront door. 
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| had to take a moment. | guess part of it was the thought 
of how easily | could have never existed. But even though | knew | 


must be the fruit of some such fleeting union, it was also so odd 
to think of my mom as that young and wild. Life growing up in 
Straight home from school. Dinner on the table by 6. Church every 
Sunday. Mom always made life fun, and she never complained. 
She never showed any interest in a man either, at least that | ever 


granddaddy's house had been no nonsense and strait-laced. 


saw. Yet here she was in the backseat with a boy and falling for a 


stranger? It was a lot to take in. | kept reading: 


A diode is a semiconductor that 
allows electrical current to flow 
in only one direction 


ers, hobbyists, 
menters. Uni 
216-519. 


do you feel me too pe 
or am I alone here ber 3 


switel 
92 cane 
276-1078: 

15 Plastic NENG 
Val 


Gait 
P oc 
o + Un 
a 276-5 - 119 276-590. 


~ Radio Shack — 51 Years Of Value, Service And Relltd 


Buying Diodes // Ash Watson 


It was a gorgeous summer afternoon in mid-July, 
with a breeze coming in off the Front Range. | 
remember it like it was yesterday. | was 18, fresh out 
of high school. Your granddaddy had me watching 
the counter at his new job. He made me stay right 
under his thumb after the “incident" at Prom. | 
thought daddy was going to kill my date when he 
found us out by Red Rocks in the back seat with the 
windows fogged up. Since then, daddy had barely let 
me out of his sight. 


| was standing at the register when in walks this man 
with long, brown hair and a black leather jacket. 
Daddy greeted him and asked what he needed. 
When the man answered it was in this thick British 
accent that was like nothing | had ever heard before 
growing up in Colorado, except maybe in the movies. 
He said something to daddy about needing a 
“German something, something” for a “Dallas 
Ranger | don't know what.” | could hardly think 
straight after hearing that voice. 


Whatever it was, daddy found it for him and was 
walking him up to the register to pay when another 
customer came in. It was Jim Johnson from the 
Country Club. Mr. Johnson was always in looking for 
something for his stereo system — and with plenty of 
money to spend too. Well anyway, you ought to be 
very thankful that Mr. Johnson came in when he did 
because if your granddaddy had seen the way | 
locked eyes with this tall, dark, and handsome 
stranger he would have put an end to it then and 
there. And you, my son, would never have been 
born... 


Making the library lending slips look like store receipts 
| was an inspired choice. This one would require the | 


“Lay Down Sally” | anagram generator. He knew the location was a dock, so 
. that left six letters. It didn’t take long once he saw the 
(Jason Lee Guthrie) ' choices for dock: air, ash. It would be a river or seaport l 


| with funeral pyres. 
| never knew my father. | asked my mom about him once ; 


| But who or what were they disposing of? Littleton, I 
Colorado had a sister city, but it was in Australia. There 

wouldn't be any pyres there unless it was the first people. 
Had they borrowed something to film? Using the numbers | 
; in the date slot as longitude and latitude yielded a spot in 
Cameroon near a river. Cameroon had volcanoes, so that 


when | was nine. Granddaddy froze in his La-Z-Boy and mom just 
gave me a look like cold death. | never asked again. 


It wasn't until | was clearing out her things when we 


might fit. | 

moved her into the home that | found an envelope with “Do not 
open until | am gone” penciled on the front. Now, I'm my mother's | The repeated number on the slip “119” put the object in the | 
| philosophy category in the Dewey Decimal System. | 

son. As you might have guessed from the absence of my father , Assuming that it was a library of “books”. Disguising the 
. lending slip as an electronic store receipt was certainly a 

and the presence of grandfather, mom was not exactly a rule | clue. Especially an obsolete one. Since it had largely been | 
| replaced by Amazon, it was time to feed the “part number” | 

follower in her younger days. Plus, it was clear this had been . Into the Amazon search engine. Sunscreen! With a sinking 


_ feeling you put the clues together. Pyres and ash blocking! 
| out the sun. Somebody has borrowed the kill-switch. When, 


written years ago when her hand was still steady, and her mind ; 
everything goes dark, at least you'll have the receipt. 


was still clear. So, of course, | opened it. 
, Skot Armstrong 2022 


Inside were three things. A photo of her, very pregnant 
with me, marked “Easter 1975.” A receipt from the Radio Shack in 


Littleton for $1.28. And, last, a handwritten letter. This is what it 
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